Oviga 


This is where the stones 
open their hearts to you 
The clouds descend 


on the meadows 


to whisper into your ears. 


The drenched sweetness 
of a summer rain, 


embraces you. 


Down below 
the hill, 
the stream gushes into 


the labyrinth of time 


Centuries of hope 


and despair 


are laced into a tapestry 
of history and legend, 
and are mirrored 


in the oils of Martinotto. 


Across the valley 
the church bells ring 
casting a divine spell 
over Oviga, 


where time stands still. 
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Oviga flashes to be the utopian Olympus in the verses of the poet. Oviga, the mountain of renewal, 
reinvigorating and refreshing the spirit and nerves of the poet’s friend Eberhard Fischer and his 
wife Barbara, of course remains in the vision of the poet as the fountain of ageless stillness where 
time stands still. Oviga! Oviga! As if it seems some celestial beauty stands here since the age of 
Eve in the form of the hill kissing the horizon and fondling the snows. Oviga deserves to be loved. 


Oviga is the hill where the poet’s friend Eberhard’s resort lies; Oviga is where Eberhard and Barbara 
invite their painter friend, the poet to come and stay in a world beyond the world where time remains 
faithful; Oviga is where the poet steps once a year accompanying his friend and his wife to relieve 
and shed his stress accumulated throughout the year, and renews himself; Oviga is where the poet 
rediscovers the village of his childhood Digapahandi which appears in the intimate horizons; where 
his mates, near and dear ones, who are no more, take shape amid the shadows of the snows. Oviga 
waits with anticipatory eagerness for the poet every summer. Oviga, the timeless beloved stands 
still patiently clad in warm snows. Oviga is the dream and the destiny where reality melts for the 
sake of truth. 


I feel privileged, as I happen to be the publisher of this angarag supplement no.1 comprising poems, 
paintings, drawings and photographs. The poet happens to be my father. And I am really fortunate 
for my humble presence here in the moving account of love and friendship in the seventieth spring 
of Eberhard’s life. Eberhard and Barbara are not only my father’s dear friends; they have remained 
the source of inspiration all these years for our family sharing our joys and sorrows, smiles and 
tears. I have been twice to Switzerland, to Zurich, to Kurfirstenstrasse 1, but never to Oviga. Perhaps 
Oviga doesn’t will my presence; Oviga longs only for the souls dear to it. 


Soubhagya Pathy 
Publisher 
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Oviga is a place where you can find outlets for your creative 
passion, do more with your time and set yourself free. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


Each whisper of Oviga is full of poetry and each colour rainbows into a painting. 
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When I arrived in Oviga 
I felt I was here before 
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The Starry Sky 


From the sun - soaked meadows 
rise shades of green 

Swirling and swinging 

across the forest 

they climb hills, 

cliffs and slopes 

and fade slowly 

into layers of gray and indigo 
till the scene lapses 

into a dark nothingness. 


Then, 

at the other end 
emerges the starry sky 
with a moon looming 
at the centre- 

a silvery painted plate. 


Did the day break? 

I walk out 

from my stone house 
into the meadows 

in the stillness 

of the gossamer night 
which Oviga has 
conjured into being. 


Moonbeams beckon me 

to take a ride 

Who is that calling? 

I look up to discover 

the little empty cart 

that brought our luggage 
hanging midair 

like the wreckage 

of a helicopter 

its wings abandoned, unmoving. 


Should I take a 
midnight tour 

in this tiny cart 

to go to the stars, 

and talk to the moon? 


What would my friends think 
when they find me missing 
at the breakfast table? 

But that is far 

from my thoughts 

as I stand bewitched 

under the seductive skies. 
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The Silent Temple 


It appears 

Oviga has emerged, 

like a dream 

from the fathomless depths of the sea 
pervading the sky and the earth. 


From here, steps stretch - 

up to the unknown void, 
crossing the planets, stars and 
the circle of the moon, 
transcending birth and death 
disease and sickness 

and all other risks. 


Wilderness reigns here, 

dense forests and fallows 
enveloped in thick darkness 
words silent within and without 


This is the right time 

to search for oneself, 

this is the right place 

turn the steps upside down 
go back to the source, 

in search of dreams. 


Look closely at your own reflection, 
listen to your monologue, 

create your own world, 

brightness of a thousand suns here, 
the unbroken voice of opulence. 


How helpless is the worldly man! 
everything unaccustomed, 

beyond reach. 

As is the sky, so is darkness, 

the silent temple (of the heart) inside. 
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A tribute to Eberhard Fischer on his 70 Birth Anniversary 
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Oil 1978 


Lest I should be labeled a fool I never thought of asking my 
hosts with whom I have spent a memorable time in the lap of Oviga, 
the very simple question, “What lies beyond the southern (Italian) 
Alps that formed the horizon in the Onsernone valley?” This 
inquisitiveness remained with me even though when I first arrived 
in Oviga in 1978, Eberhard had certainly given me an idea of its 
geography. After early dinner around seven thirty we three, Eberhard, 
Barbara and I, would be sitting on the terrace, bodies half buried in 
blankets and silently looking into the not-too- distant horizon and 
laze in the prolonged twilight of summer evenings. The sun already 
had gone down leaving traces of its setting blaze and leaving the 
sky a collage of fantastic shades. Colours would keep shifting from 
dull orange with strokes of golden yellow to ochre and then after a 
while fade into pale mauve, violet and dark gray. Amidst this riot 
of colours the snow-capped mountain tips would dazzle like diamonds. 


I am aware that the answer to my question would be very 
simple: a different country, Italy, where once Leonardo da Vinci 
painted the Last Supper heralding the Renaissance. The answer, 
though quite significant with a tinge of artistic flourish, was not 
what I had looked for all these years. 


After keenly watching the mountain-rimmed horizon over the 
years, I have found out intuitively my answer to the long-suppressed 
query: It is the little village of Digapahandi in India which has shaped 
my artistic vision. Quite strangely, this remote village in south 
Orissa, an eastern state of India, lay juxtaposed to Oviga, a hermitage 
in Onsemone valley in Switzerland. Barriers of time and place then 
melted away giving rise to a poetic vision of oneness. 
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When my Indian friends enquired about Oviga, I had no 
readymade answer that would explain a unique experience rather 
than a place. I simply quoted a favourite song of my late father 
Shyama Sundar Pathy who had composed a couplet in answer to a 
similar question about a hermitage in which he spent most of his 
life away from his home in the village. 


“Where horizons are lost 
And darkness engulfs the day 
Why ask me my whereabout? 


It is a jungle where I stay”. 


Such description of a Swiss locale is rather rustic and rude and 
does not do justice to Swiss refinement and artistry. Nevertheless 
Oviga is a primitive stone house with no electricity, no dish-washer, 
no television, no micro-wave and no other modern fanciful amenities. 
My hosts who ‘leave no stone unturned’ to make my stay pleasant 
and meaningful may not mind my comparing their Oviga with my 
father’s jungle hideout- Punjikayan. The time spent in Oviga is a 
nostalgic reminder of my childhood days spent in Digapanhandi. 
Punjikayan is just two kilometers away from Digapahandi tucked 
in a jungle. 


How many of my friends would appreciate my attachment to 
Oviga, the beauty of its utter silence. Oviga is where time stands 
still, the past lives in the present and the present holds up the past 
to the future as an essential life model. 
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Oviga is for those who care, who have ‘time to stand and stare’. 
This line is inspired by the expression W.H. Davies who in the early 
20th century wrote: 


What is this life if full of care 
We have no time to stand and stare. 


Oviga is a cluster of stone houses built employing primitive 
technology using no lime mortar or cement. It is situated on a hill 
roughly at a height of 650 meters from the sea level. One drives 250 
kms south from Zurich into the valley of Ticino to get there. Exciting 
part of the journey is to pass through several tunnels like San 
Bernardino Tunnel and St. Gotthard Tunnel. St. Gotthard is more 
than sixteen kilometers. When Eberhard drives through this tunnel, 
he would ask me to tell a story. Each time I have to invent a new 
story which could last about thirty minutes. This area, once made 
infamous by smugglers from Switzerland and Italy, has long since 
shed its sinister association and now known as a quiet place for 
resting and trekking. The valley, encloses several lateral valleys. 
These epitomize the Ticino: stone-roofed houses huddled closely 
together in narrow village streets; picturesque slopes populated by 
goats and haystacks; forests of chestnut trees; and narrow little 
bridges spanning wild mountain streams of crystal-clear water. Al! 
these contribute to the popular image of Ticino. The valley of Ticino 
is also famous for its extensive vine yards. 


Getting down at the Loco village from the yellow coloured 
postbus driven by smart Swiss drivers along extremely narrow hill 
roads, one has to get rid of heavy luggage at a private cartage station 
exclusively meant for Fishers and their guests. The wooden cart 
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suspended with thé’ help of two wheels from a strong wire carries 
the extra luggage across over the valley to Bill’s place. Bill is 
Eberhard’s neighbour. He lives with his family on the other side in 
the Loco village. He occasionally comes here to look after his 
orchard, meadows and the garden. A fat cat called Birbal (wrongly 
spelt for my convenience) keeps a constant watch over Bill’s house 
in his absence. Bill, a stout and sturdy farmer, also owns stables for 
his cows and prepares compost manure with cowdung and urine. I 
like the strong smell of cow urine which hangs over the place. Bill 
is a friendly neighbour who had married to his girl friend Ursi in 
Pun, the principal seat of Lord Jagannatha in Orissa and the marriage 
was conducted by an Odia Brahmin during the heyday of hippies. 
Swiss and Germans who come on trekking to Oviga and still up to 
Calascio (I term it Kailash, the abode of Shiva) do not mind carrying 
heavy rucksacks at their back. Eberhard and Barbara often do the 
Swiss way, but when they have to transport a few heavy things for 
the Oviga home, they put their things in the cart. When in 1978, I 
arrived in Oviga for the first time, there was no provision for 
transporting things on the wire. This was later installed by Bill with 
Eberhard’s support. Till then Eberhard always offered his services 
to carry my bag and spared this poor Brahmin a lot of bother. 


Loco is the starting point of the journey to Oviga. There are 
quite a few wayside restaurants run by locals which serve delicious 
soup and beverages. In the company Eberhard I have several times 
enjoyed Swiss rural delicacies while enjoying the beauty of the 
unspoilt nature before climbing down the hill. 
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Loco, water colour 1980 


> 
= 
S 
a 
i 
5 
= 
୭ 
> 
b- 
୯ 
~ 
=z 
§ 
% 
3 
~~ 
& 
[ 


1978 


The Twilight Hours, a Lonely Man 


After a fairly long descent 
journey again 

to the mountain peak, 
travel to and fro 

goes on since ages, 

in the dense forests. 


I am always in terror, 

unnecessarily bending on my knuckles, 
lest the hungry tiger would be 

coming that way 

the twelve feet long king cobra 

with blue sapphire on its seven hoods 
amidst 

hordes of female snakes 

would be waiting 

to bite me to death. 

The forlorn forest road 

with mother’s pouch of broken rice 

my only sustenance. 

Shafts of errant sunlight here and there, 
streams gurgling down. 


The twilight hours, 

I, a lonely man, 

the cruel mountain 

like the demoness ‘Putana’ 


the peaks like 
her poisonous breasts 


clearly visible are the blood-smeared lotus feet 


of the destroyer of the snake, Kaliya. 
The one who was offering 

a basket of love, 

beneath the ‘Kadamba’ tree, 

he is now asking for life 

in the deep waters of Jamuna. 

The female cobra, 

tired after mating 

would come this way, 

with a bashful body and a reticent mind. 


Look, 
Lord Shiva is in deep meditation 
unmoved and immortal. 
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Breakfast table, water colour 2007 
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2008 


Atelier, water colour 


= 
9 
ଏ 
"୪ 
= 
© 
ଓ 
— 
Co 
= | 
Se 
(2) 
2 
2 
© 
ମା 
= 
i 
a 


Terrace on the right. water colour 2008 
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The Voyage 


Why this un-broken voyage 

for a thousand years- 

delusive steps of coral 

the broken door hanging in the void, 
a moment’s faith, 

the ceaseless journey, 

from the pupa to the butterfly 

the mortal journey from the womb, 
milk oozes out 

mother’s breast sustains life. 


This voyage, a long one 
sometimes difficult to believe, 
spurning horses, carriages, 
aeroplanes and ship- 

alone I walk 

transending the body, 
traversing seven seas, 

the other being, the other land, 
sometimes the deep blue sky, 
and some other time, 
unfathomable darkness. 


I have travelled everywhere, 
Mahendra, Meghasana, 
Hemagiri and the peak of Oviga, 
also the Ganges, the Volga 

the tropical Amazon. 

Why then is this journey? 

The endless road, 

and a despondent lonely man. 
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Dinanath with Barbara and two Bhutanese Buddhist Monks Nima and Thinley in the old kitchen, 2010 


There are two mountain paths to take while descending: one 
that runs past several architecturally significant houses having open 
courtyards with cobbled floors, and beautiful murals on the walls, 
stone arches and private fenced gardens; the other path takes the 
visitor through vineyards and apple topes down a flight of flat 
concrete steps. This path is little less stiff to walk but after fifteen 
minutes walk meets down below the other route at a point where 
there is a wooden bench to rest oneself in front of a small chapel. 
Whenever I started on my journey earlier this was my meeting-point 
with Eberhard. 


A journey along both the mountain paths is enchanting as they 
allow one to enjoy wild nature, cool breeze and the aromatic smell 
of flowers and herbs. The walk, becomes a voyage of discovery. I 
remember my first journey to Oviga in the company of Eberhard. I 
got completely drenched by an unexpected summer shower. I do not 
exactly remember whether Barbara had already reached Oviga before 
us or joined us later. On the way Eberhard stopped to show me a 
small chapel and its recently conserved wall painting and praised 
the mastery of conservation techniques on the part of Swiss architects, 
or a mass of velvety green moss and the manner it provided a pleasant 
contrast on the rough and rigid surface of the stone reminding me 
of the 19th century English poet Wordsworth’s lines: 


A violet by a mossy stone, half hidden from the eye 
Fair as a star when only one is shining in the sky. 


When it rains, one has to be extra mindful of the steps on the 
slippery path; a little carelessness would send you rolling down the 
hill and reduce you to a lump of flesh and bones. This is no 
exaggeration. 
25 
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Even though over the years I got familiar with the mountain 
path, I could not resist imagining the sudden appearance of a tiger 
from the forest and its throwing me a challenge. It was a fanatic 
thought, part of my obsession with tigers of various kinds, real, 
stuffed and painted humans. Or else how could there be a tiger in 
a Swiss forest. I used to dress up a number of my village people as 
tigers during my school days as a junior artist in my brother’s atelier. 


The wildest animals in Oviga’s forest, one often encounters in 
evenings were the deer and forest chamoix. Sometimes in early 
mornings I have watched them with greatest delight when they stray 
into Oviga territory. I remember, once while walking alone to Oviga, 
I lost my way and got into a herd of deer. The deer were so scared 
that they disappeared into the wild in no time. 


At Oviga the cluster has three basic segments: one, the living 
rooms, the second, a composite of carpentry workshop on the ground 
floor and the old studio of the painter Martinotto on the first floor 
which is now used as the working room and the third at the rear of 
the living block is an extra segment comprising a guest room on the 
first floor but rarely used as such. All these segments are double 
storyed. Since the ground floors are little damp, they are used as 
stores for fuel and hay for Bill’s cows. 


When one enters Oviga’s lower compound, one comes across 
the main living house with the kitchen on the ground floor. The 
kitchen has three areas: one the old part with the provisions for open 
fire, kitchen store and then the large kitchen with a closed fireplace 
and a brick stove for cooking. In my estimation, the kitchen is the 
most artistic place with wooden shelves on both the eastern and 
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northern walls. All kinds of aluminum utensils, porcelains, ceramics, 
wooden plates, bowls and glass tumblers, cups and plates are arranged 
neatly on the western shelves. The shelf on the northern wall is 
placed on a closed wooden almirah meant for storing spice bottles 
and containers for tea, coffee powder, sugar and other cooking 
ingredients like coriander seeds, mustard seeds, turmeric powder, 
cloves, cardamom, cinnamon, raisins, cumin seeds and ginger. Few 
other large containers along with bread, wheat powder, rice and 
pulses are stored inside the closed almirah. On the top of the almirah 
are placed spoon trays, knives containers and a few other things. 
On one side of the shelf, like as in Indian kitchen, a few important 
food items are kept hanging from the wooden beam of the ceiling 
to protect them from mice and small squirrels. There exists a 
convention like the unwritten British constitution how and where 
to store each food material and utensil. A slight deviation and 
misplacement often caused by me due to unmindfulness would be 
immediately detected. The principle underlying Oviga is not to 
follow a rigid principle. But the Swiss habit is so orderly that it can 
never accept Indian disorderliness and the resulting confusion. Of 
course there is a kind of rhythm in the confusion which at times is 
enjoyable if one has the mood and patience for that. 


To enter the kitchen one has to climb a flight of stone steps on 
the left to a large room which is called piano room and from there 
to Eberhard and Barbara’s bed room. The piano room can also be 
approached through a flight of upright stone steps on the right outer 
side. But the entrance at the end of steps always remains shut. When 
it is raining and one is wet from running up and down one can sit 
around a ceramic tile mounted stove to make oneself warm. 
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It is indeed a luxury to sit there with one’s back to the wall and feel 
the warmth entering the body from tip to toe. I use either the front 
door or another entrance on the southern side to enter the kitchen. 
The kitchen doors are low and one has to be careful not to bump 
one’s head against the doorframe. This seems to be a primitive 
practice allowing only one to crawl in. At Alice Boner’s house in 
Varanasi in India where I also work as the Director, the tradition is 
to lower your head before you enter. As a saying in Varanasi which 
was a great centre of learning in days of yore, goes the entrances to 
the universities were purposely kept low to make students who came 
for admission understand the significance of humility. Bumping 
once against the entrance was tolerated, but if it happened again and 
again disqualified a student. 


In a way, Oviga for me is a self contained university and my 
teacher is the unspoilt nature around. I am reminded of a famous 
saying by Jean-Jacques Rousseau who said: Now I have closed all 
the books but one, which is open for all to see — The Book of Nature. 
I know Eberhard has not got the entrance doors built with such a 
view, for these were already there when he brought it from the 
painter Martinotto in the year 1973. 


I feel like dwelling little longer on the Oviga kitchen. The 
dining table in the kitchen is pretty old, made of chestnut planks 
and has the colour of wheat. Even a slight carelessness leaves a stain 
and makes it look ugly. The chairs are comparatively new, but the 
long single plank bench around the comer running along the northern 
wall is old. A wooden ladder is used by both Eberhard and Barbara 
to climb to their sleeping room. This arrangement always reminded 
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me of our bamboo ladder at Digapahand;i that took us up to our attic, 
also a place where grain was stored. The act of ascending and 
descending or vanishing is highly metaphysical in nature: one is 
here one moment and gone the next. 


Whenever it was cold or rained, we sat around the open fire 
for dinner in the old kitchen. A few dishes were also cooked in pots 
suspended by means of a chain over and open fire. We smoke 
sausages. Of course the heat was too strong for frail papads. It was 

indeed a luxury to settle near the fire place and have dinner while 
engaging in endless gossip. 


Now-a-days there is a two-shelved small cupboard having 
doors with iron netting in the old kitchen. Butter, cheese and a few 
fresh or chopped vegetables like cabbage and brinjal are stored here 
to keep them safe from mice and small squirrels. This is called the 
fridge of Oviga. 


Eberhard wants to prove his superiority in kitchen matters in 
the absence of Barbara. Since world’s best chefs are men, I do not 
like to belittle his innovative methods in preparing a few dishes. 
Being a Brahmin and eternally hungry, I hardly distinguish between 
the excellent and the ordinary. But I would like to swear by all the 
brahminical merits accumulated over the years, that the food in the 
Oviga kitchen is very delicious and healthy, no matter who cooked 
it, Barbara or Eberhard. 


Unfortunately I play no role in the kitchen. However, I love to 
do the dishes. Over the years I have learnt how to do it well. To be 
honest, it was never forced on me. Brahmins never wash dishes. 
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They are superior cooks and specifically Odia Brahmin cooks are 
in great demand in Bengali homes in Paschimabango (a new name 
for West Bengal). Even they are respected as thakuras (demigods). 


My other major chore in the kitchen is to carry dishes, jam, 
butter, cheese etc to dining tables. Let me tell you the difficulties 
this job involves. Given that artists are absent - minded and there 
are several steps to climb up and down and, mind you, there are 
three separate places for breakfast, lunch and dinner, I am always 
scared and extremely careful not to drop food or plates. If, while 
making your way you forgot to lower your head, you hit the door 
frame. Either you endure the blow quietly or drop the food tray you 
carry. The latter you certainly cannot afford to do. 


After you have brought all the required things and arranged 
them on the table, Eberhard will make a survey and then think aloud, 
“Dinanath, I think something is missing. It might be just the sugar 
pot, one more spoon or the butter. Then he would be ready to run 
to the kitchen to fetch it but, realizing that it was my mistake, I 
immediately take remedial action. 


Making the morning tea is Eberhard’s forte. He follows a 
definite procedure. Firstly, to make the blue tea pot warm he would 
pour hot water into it, shake it well and throw the water out. Then 
he would fill it with the rest of the hot water, put in the tea leaves 
and carry it to the breakfast table. A drop or two of liquid or tube 
milk (sweetener especially for me) is enough to give the tea a lighter 
shade. Sugar is hardly used in the tea. A well-balanced morning tea 
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is a mood-maker for the whole day. I normally look at Eberhard 
when he takes the first sip. It is not a joke, I feel gratified when 
expression of happiness spreads over his face after the sip. Though 
in Orissa I do not normally take tea in the morning, I gladly have 
two or three cups at Oviga. At times I like to add a sweetener to 
make the tea have an Indian taste. Eberhard at times prefers Indian 
tea with milk boiled with tea leaves and a lot of Gujurati masala at 
the end but never in morning. Barbara is an expert at preparing mint 
tea, tulsi tea, herbal tea, which provides us stimulants in the afternoon. 


After I get up from bed early in the morning, my first duty is 
to come out and see if smoke drifted out of the chimney. If the 
smoke rose from it, I knew that Eberhard was up in the kitchen. In 
case I go to the kitchen and watch Eberhard light the fire, he would 
certainly ask me to fetch pine cones, which burn faster. During our 
walks up the hill we pick up pine cones and fill the bags which hang 
outside the kitchen. When you push your hand into the bag and try 
to pick a fistful you feel that you had grabbed quite a few but there 
in reality there might be only three or four in your hands. These 
cones have spikes all around and slip through your grip. 


Eberhard makes sure the flame of the kitchen is never left open. 
He fills the innumerable kettles he has bought from various countries, 
with water and places them over the fire. He constantly shifts them 
taking into account the amount of heat that they need. 


After I have taken out the tray to the breakfast table on the 
north-east corner of the meadow and while Eberhard is still making 
the tea I strike a relaxed pose and look at the sky above the Loco 
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village to ascertain the position of the sun and think of the day ahead. 
The church bell strikes six thirty and we watch the sun rise. For 
sume one like me, who comes from a sun-drenched country and 
especially from Orissa, the land of the sun and surf (these words 
were coined by me while I was in-charge of publicity for the Tourism 
Department), I feel the chill and hanker for a little sun to warm my 
back at the breakfast table. 


The breakfast table is an improvised affair with six/seven half 
logs stuck to the ground forming a circle. A central log topped by 
a rugged stone plate accommodes the wooden circular plates to 
provide a holistic forest touch. Circular wooden pieces like the 
wheels of a toy cart are our plates for breakfast. There are no regular 
cups and saucers. We drink tea from primitive looking ceramic cups. 
The contrast with the urban life style is thoughtfully devised. In art- 
historical terms such arrangements may indicate the difference 
between the folk and urban. Several varieties of jam and jelly such 
as raspberry, plump, grape jelly and black carrent served at the 
breakfast table are the products of Oviga, extremely delicious and 
healthy. 


The Fischer family maintains two kitchen gardens. Unless one 
appreciates one’s own efforts at growing vegetables, flowers and 
berries, they do not taste sweeter or smell better. I have seen Eberhard 
working constantly in his garden, sometimes manuring the plot, 
weeding out grass, providing support to creepers, watering them. 
One should not measure such labour and effort always in terms of 
returns they yield. No doubt vegetables are bought at Loco and at 
times even from Zurich, and transported. A few vegetables like 
potatoes, lettuce, cabbages, carrots, tomatoes are grown at Oviga. 
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Mushroom grows wild at some patches on the hill. Unless these are 
collected in time, they become prey to mushroom combers. We 
sometimes climb the hill in search of mushrooms. One has to be 
lucky to find them. Mushroom omelettes prepared by Eberhard are 
delicious. 


Toilet in Oviga is a luxury. Oviga neither has closed baths nor 
closed toilets. In my childhood we did not have toilets at home. We 
used to perform this important activity in the open fields away from 
home. We had a belief that when you are purged of the nightsoil, 
your body is clean. This kind of belief never took into account the 
pollution in the environment caused by open toilets. Initially, I had 
difficulty in using the makeshift arrangement and preferred the forest 
in accordance with my belief and practice. The pros and cons of this 
practice were debated upon and I changed my habit. 


The Ganjam district, in fact the whole of south Orissa, suffers 
from this ugly practice. Eberhard was a witness to this when we 
were doing field-studies for our Osakothi mural project in south 
Orissa. 


I am reminded of a hilarious incident narrated to me by the 
former secretary of tourism department in Orissa, A.N. Tiwari. He 
knew Eberhard very well and he had provided administrative support 
to the Osakothi mural survey by declaring Eberhard as the state 
guest of Orissa. Tiwari was in-charge of escorting Prince Charles 
of Britain when he was on an official visit to Orissa. The Prince was 
returning in the evening after visiting the famous sun temple of 
Konark. On the way he noticed women sitting in two rows by the 
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roadside, pots of water placed in front of them. The sight intrigued 
the Prince. He asked Tiwari to tell him what the women are doing. 
Tiwari, a clever guy, explained to the Prince that all these village 
women were standing on either side of the road to greet the Prince 
with pots full of water, a gesture of welcome in Orissa. Since the 
Prince was late, they got tired of standing and were now resting on 
the roadside. In fact, these women are relieving themselves. The 
Prince wanted to get down from the car to greet them. Tiwari said, 
“Your Excellency, you need not take the trouble of doing that, I 
would ask the district collector to convey your noble feelings.” 


Now Oviga has a toilet with a commode under a thick stone 
roof supported by heavy wooden pillars. When one goes there, one 
has the opportunity to look into the valley as well as the narrow 
holes in the sand at the base where lion ants live. To divest oneself 
one may collect insects, throw them into the holes and watch the 
lion ants in action. You must have enough leisure to experience such 
pleasures otherwise denied to urbanites. Those who have lost the 
aptitude to appreciate such small adventures may not fulfil their 
ambition of enjoying even a waterfall. Bathing in Oviga is usually 
a brief affair, but could be an elaborate ritual if one so wishes. In 
front of the workshop where Eberhard and I work on our research 
projects, there stands the bath under the open sky. In principle 
bathing should be over before the doors of workshop open around 
nine in the morning or else on special request the doors can be shut 
and the screen drawn in front to let the bather enjoy his/her privacy. 


A book of poems on Switzerland 
in English language, 1988 


ବ୍‌ DN ANATH PATHY SyYAMNT 


The floor of the bath is laid with a few large and flat stones to 
provide a stable and mud-free surface. At one side there is a water 
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tub comprising four stone walls and a floor fitted with a water tap 
on a stone post about two meters high. There is a small niche in this 
stone post where cases of soap are temporarily kept protected from 
rain. When one stands in front of the tap, one encounters a stone 
wall of about the same height and on top of it stretching to north is 
the kitchen garden A. The other one lying near the lower entrance 
is kitchen garden B. A string has been tied to a wooded post fixed 
near the water tap to the base wall of the workshop to dry laundry. 


In my earlier sojourns at Oviga in the eighties, I took cold 
baths, just poured a few buckets of water over the head which send 
a cold thrill throughout my body. That was fun and there was a sense 
of bravery- “I do not care for the Swiss cold”. But as age caught up 
with me I could not stand cold-water bath anymore and needed hot 
water. Eberhard, brought buckets of hot water to the bath, mixed 
them with cold water and filled them into two buckets, one lukewarm 
and other warm. Unless it was raining, it was always exciting to 
stand naked amidst wild nature and wash one’s body without hurry. 
This always reminded me of my village community well in the 
summer when somebody voluntarily drew water and poured over 
your body. In some of the heritage hotels in India, it has became a 
fashion to enter a closed bath and then go into an open enclosure 
for the ablution. But Oviga arrangements for bath are absolutely 
simple and surpass all the artificial and inauthentic effects tourism 
provides. 


Preparation of hot-water bath over, Eberhard starts cooking 
dal and rice in a slow fire. He leaves cooking pots on the fire and 
returns to the workshop. However, he never fails to ask me my 
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choice of dishes for lunch. All these years my answer to such queries 
have remained vague and foolish. However, Eberhard is accustomed 
to my saying, ‘anything’. We usually settle for a simple lunch of 
rice, dal and curry and of course green salad to save time for research. 


We start our research-work around nine/nine thirty. Eberhard 
has two manual type-writers, one for the running text and the other 
for footnotes, what a luxury! These he used when he was preparing 
his thesis way back in 1963. He spent three long months in Oviga 
for writing his thesis. We first go through the field notes carefully 
and look at the photographs taken during our tours. At times for 
better comprehension, we spread the photographs on a cot lying in 
one comer of the workshop. I am always alert and careful when I sit 
with him to work. He quickly grasps things, conceptualises and sets 
the material to order. He deftly picks up essentials from the tour 
notes to build up a text. At the same time he is also very sensitive 
and artistic in his approach. 


First outcome of our Collaborative research is like producing a child; it is difficult 
collaboration, a book on Orissa . ge £ 

ia Germati lavigbage, 1980, to ascertain the individual roles in the proach, Over é years, I have 
(with Sitakant Mahapatra) learnt a lot from him and now I can quickly follow his moves. But 


he comes up with newer concepts to surprise and impress me. 
Sometimes I unknowingly display sentimentalism and Odia 
nationalism. Eberhard understands the situation and comes up with 
a beautiful phrase. “Dinanath, if I were you...”. 1 then do not insist 
on my line of inquiry and leave the matter to reasoning. At times 
when I say something startling, he listens to me carefully, but puts 
a question to me, “Dinanath, How do you know?” I then face a real 
problem because just knowing is not enough, but as he is a seasoned 
researcher, he wants me to quote authority. 
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Sometimes, perceptions of an insider and those of an outsider 
related to cultural practices and issues differ. I have observed 
Eberhard patiently listening to my suggestions and happily 
incorporating them. While working together we feel no need to 
negate each other. Our viewpoints complement each other, otherwise 
we would not have been able to carry on our collaborative work for 
more than three decades. By now, we have published seven books. 
Three more are in the pipeline. Barbara has also joined us in the 
production of two children books. Gita and Her Yillage in India 
and Gita Becomes a Dancer, which have been translated in several 
Indian and world languages and one of the books has been published 
by UNICEF. 


Our basic approach to research is threefold: field study and 
photo documentation in Orissa, initial planning and layout at Oviga 
and final editing designing and publishing by Eberhard in Zurich. 
The approach may sound simple, but each stage takes several years, 


| 4 several autumns and winters for field studies in Orissa and as well 
A children’s book on Odissi Dance 


published by UNICEF, 1986 as several summers at Oviga to arrive at concretization. For obtaining 

(wih Barbara Fischer) fresh materials field study is a must and none of our publications 

Gita wil Tanzerin werden lacks in field materials. When I visit Oviga, a specific project is 

5 ଗରା'ଓଡ଼ିଶୀନାଛିବ always in mind and I am always armed with materials we might 
i need. 


Unless there is some urgency to work continuously, the 
afternoons are normally free when 1 do my creative work, write 
fictions, poems or draw and paint. 


I should not forget to mention about lunch, siesta and coffee 
between forenoon and afternoon. We take lunch around 12.30. 
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Eberhard runs from the work table once or twice to the kitchen 
quietly to check the progress of dal or rice cooking on the stove. If 
Barbara is not with us, Eberhard leaves typing at 12 noon to devote 
at least half an hour to cooking. After spending ten to fifteen minutes 
at the study after Eberhard left I join him in the kitchen. At times 
the smell of dal or of a dish wafts in and reaches the work table and 
makes one tipsy. 


Seeing me in the kitchen, Eberhard announces, “Dinanath lunch 
is almost ready. You can lay the table”. T then organize the tray, fill 
in the jar with drinking water, put the cutleries on the tray. The lunch 
table is little larger than the breakfast table and squarish. It sits on 


Ge OF Sie NG saet 15 HHS an uneven squarish pillar at a corner close to the entrance compound 


result of a long standing and fruitful 


collaboration between the Rietberg beneath vine creepers. From this spot the kitchen is closer and one 
Museum, Zurich, and the Directorate 5 f 5 § ; . 
of Culture, Govemment of Orissa, 1985. can gain an overview of Oviga. Since the place lies by the side of 


the entrance path, it is not surprising to find groups of tourists passing 
by on their way to Calascio and at times asking us the way. 


Two stone benches are laid along two sides of the compound 
wall. The seating arrangement is just enough for Eberhard and 
Barbara, and can seat four people with two additional chairs. In a 
demanding situation when Anjali and Lottika or guests are around, 
even six people can be accommodated. Oviga may look primitive 
and unassuming, but it has remained all these years a meeting-point 
for so many important people drawn from all over the world. Among 
them I value the presence of two gentlemen: Professor Hans Himmel 
heber and the other Herr Balthasar Reinhart. Unfortunately they are 
no more. 
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Like in a ceremonial processions, cooking pots, frying pans, 
chutney bottles, smoked papads and cheese are taken out from the 
kitchen. One admires the sight of the hosts and guests walking to 
the lunch table, something or other in hand. I carry an extra salt cellar 
forgetting that one is always kept safely inside the table stand. The 
meal is always enjoyable. Soon after the lunch I volunteer to wash 
the dishes. Eberhard has two squarish plastic pots with hot water 
ready, one with liquid soap and the other with plain water. The plastic 
pots are kept on the waist-high compound wall on the other side of 
the entrance to Oviga, close to the kitchen. The business of washing 
the dishes takes atmost half an hour. 


Eberhard is always vibrant. By nature he is a workaholic and 
is never at peace with himself. His motto is ‘Never a dull moment’. 
Even when I become quiet after the sumptuous meal (traditionally 
a Brahmin after a heavy meal and a mouse after getting drenched 
do not have the energy to stir). Eberhard may pick up a cake of dry 
dung left by a cow on the meadow and throw it into the compost 
heap, or adjust some fallen stone pieces in the compound wall, or 
cut the unwieldy creeper or even uproot a few fern bushes because 
they obstruct the path. I excuse myself and retire to my room. If 
Barbara would be there she would loudly propose half an hour’s rest 
and retire to her room. 


When we two are there, we might allow ourselves a deep siesta. 
But on no account would the total period of siesta exceed forty-five 
minutes. Soon we find ourselves under the walnut tree. Eberhard 
prepares coffee (not real coffee but a powder looking and smelling 
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exactly like coffee). Along with coffee we also take varieties of ice 
creams like strawberry, vanilla and chocolate. While drinking coffee, 
we relax, chat and then decide how to spend the afternoon. 


Eberhard may suddenly decide to play a game of cards known 
as Passion all by himself. I have no interest in European card games. 
Moreover, I believe that two close friends should not play cards. I 
have interest in ganjapa, circular playing cards. Once Eberhard 
ordered thirty sets of freshly hand-painted Mughal eight-colour 
ganjapa cards from Raghurajpur in Orissa through me. His intention 
was to make Orissan traditional playing cards popular in Switzerland. 


The grass was cut two days back. The sun was shining and we 
should make hay. Eberhard suggested. We transformed ourselves 
into two farmers holding long sticks fixed with forks. We would 
then turn and twist the grass. Because of lack of habit, I would soon 
get tired, my feeble limbs no more allowing me to continue doing 
the job. Like our school headmaster in Digapahandi, proficient both 
in driving a bus and teaching, Eberhard went on doing the job. After 
the hay dried, it is tied into heaps and then rolled into huge bundles, 
a portion stored under the room where I slept all these years and rest 
air-lifted by a helicopter to Bill’s stables in the village of Loco. The 
beneficiary of the entire ‘hay project’ is Bill and his cows. 


If we have no hay to make when the sun shines, we set out to 
pluck berries, when they are ripe enough to drop and are gone or 
eaten by birds. This might appear a trifling job but always required 
patience and minute attention. I tend to compare the plucking of 
berries with filing the research article with newer facts and figures. 
Plucking of berries and nuts in the wilds of Punjikayan where my 
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father had a hut in the wilderness was my favourite pasttime in my 
childhood. As if dictated by a long-forgotten instinct, I join Eberhard 
in plucking berries. I confess that my contribution. to such undertaking 
is minimal and amounted to showing off if I am not belittling myself. 
This work is taken up when Barbara is in Oviga spending her holiday 
and ultimately is linked to jam-making. Since I relish black-carrant 
jam, I received a bottle or two as gifts to take home on my way back 
to Bhubaneswar. I do not exactly remember how many different 
types of jams are prepared by Barbara using flowers, fruits and 
berries of Oviga, but I have relished all these food products from 
Oviga, their delicacy and unique flavor. 


To stack fuelwood for the kitchen though appears an easy task 
when surrounded by a forest. The different stages involved before 
a piece of wood reaches the hearth demanded great physical strength, 
labour and time. We have read in the epics that hermits who lived 
in secluded ashrams in deep forests collected fuelwood and wood 
for fire sacrifice through their disciples. Here, in Oviga, although 
Eberhard could be designated a hermit, he is not surrounded by 
disciples. The one at times available is me, but I am unable to wield 
an axe like Parsuram, the sixth incarnation of Vishnu. Eberhard has 
his log-chopping area next to our workshop on the way to the bath. 
A knee-high robust log is fixed on the ground vertically. Eberhard 
picks up a wood piece, places it on the log and strikes with an axe 
with great force splitting it into several pieces. When I am with him, 
I assist him only as a spectator. To a Brahmin who never indulges 
in manual work like cutting wood, the whole act seems violent 
comparable to chopping the heads of buffaloes during Dusshera in 
a few traditional south Orissa villages. 
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When Barbara is in a good mood, she comes out into the 
meadow and plays her flute. The melody fills the air with enchantment 
and mirth. Sometimes she pulls an easy chair into the space under 
the walnut tree and browses through a book of her choice. Sometimes 
a few outstanding books are recommended to her for reading for 
pleasure by Eberhard. Barbara has various options to spend the lazy 
afternoons. She has an exclusive terrace not far from her sleeping 
room where she used to spend time knitting sweaters and socks for 
Eberhard and children when they were young. She may prepare 
decorative post cards to write letters to her friends, mend dresses 
and sew buttons on shirts. There is no provision for pressing washed 
clothes and one is allowed to dress casually, not in best fineries. 
Oviga accepts all rough, washed-out colours and sturdy trousers and 
shirts which fit into its ambience. One may need a pullover in summer 
momings and evenings. When temperature falls below 10°C one will 
need extra sweaters and blankets at night. The weather in Oviga 
as well as in the rest of Switzerland and Europe is unpredictable. 
Before embarking on our joumey to Oviga, we check the 
weather forecast daily and form an idea how our 
days would be spent there. At times we are lucky 
to have a clear starry sky at night and sunshine during 
the day. 
colours. I am not 


When the weather is fine I sit to paint water 
an abstract painter and do not twist and 
turn my subject in the painting. I still paint water colours 
in the western academic style that was 

Se late fifties 


of the 


prevalent in Orissa in the 
and sixties. The importance 
style lies in maintaing the various transparent tones 
trying to be as near to the object of study. 
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Both Eberhard and Barbara are avowed connoisseurs. I feel 
privileged that my Oviga water colours reproduced here hang proudly 
in their sleeping room by their bed side in Kurfirstenstrassa-I, Zurich. 
Eberhard had made me buy best of acid free papers and Pechmincke 
aquarelle colours. My first Oviga painting in 1978 was an oil executed 
on the canvas with the left-over colours of painter Martinotto in his 
erstwhile studio. This had given me a sense of privilege not only 
because I could use art materials of an European painter but also I 
felt belonged to a legacy which is much acclaimed. 


Evenings are the best time in Oviga. The sun sets around six 
in the evening but the twilight lingers till nine thirty. We eat dinner 
on the stone terrace overlooking the meadow, the forest and the 
distant horizon. The village Loco with the spire of the church soaring 
into the sky is visible on our right side. A small dining table that is 
stored in the back room of the terrace is brought out. Long cushions 
are spread on the stone bench along the wall. My seat is always by 
the side of Eberhard on this bench. Barbara takes out an extra chair 
for herself. Dinner time is seven thirty and just before that dishes 
emerge from the kitchen as if by magic and are placed on a low wall 
on the southern side of the terrace which served as a pantry. My 
hosts do not prefer rice and dal for their evening meal. I enjoy my 


khichidi, a harmonious mix of rice, dal, tamatoes, fried with ginger, 
cumin seeds and butter. Green salad is a must. Earlier I had a 
conviction that all food had to be cooked and I was not a vegetarian 
then. I devoured all kinds of food starting from sausages to lamb 
meat, pork, chicken, fish and eggs. Out of deference to brahminism 
I avoided beef. For the last ten to fifteen years for personal reasons 
I have given up non-veg food. 
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After dinner is over, the pots, pans and plates are taken back 
and left outside the kitchen to be cleaned the next morning. The 
terrace regains to its normal appearance. We now sit there enjoying 
the evening and indulging in endless talks about our family, friends, 
the art scene in India and Europe, conditions of museums, poetry, 
literature, music and dance. Participation and sharing is the main 
theme of these long discussions. At times we just look, fascinated 
at the sky changing ceaselessly. Since we are concerned with choices 
of colour and form we, figure out floating clouds in myriad 
manifestations. The twilight as the time advances slowly fades away. 
Now evening lights grow brighter on the next hill in the village of 
Loco and in the hamlet of Berzona. The lonely bat flies on and the 
owl hoots in the woods. Its shrill broken voice is heard from different 
locations in the woods at intervals giving an impression that several 
of them live in Oviga. 


We take notice of the stars and the moon. Moonlit nights are 
quite enchanting. At times, a speeding jet leaves a long trail of 
compressed stars in the sky which vanishes when the jet passes out 
of view. Sometimes we notice something bright like a star moving, 
“Could be a satellite”, Eberhard remarks. Amidst all these changing 
of colours and shades the snow peaks glow. 


I imagine, in a few minutes, Napoleon would come down riding 
his horse followed by a vast army. The valley of Ticino was a colony 
of Germans and the collection of taxes by German only ended when 
Napoleon emerged as a conqueror. In the all pervading silence of 
Oviga, I could hear horses galloping away. In our village theatre we 
hold several coconut shells and strike the floor with them in a 
particular rhythm to create the sound of horse’s galloping. At times, 
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some of my friends jealous of me stand up before me with their 
heads touching the sky threatening me of dire consequences after 
I return from Switzerland. They do not relish my peaceful sojourn 
here. Jealousy among friends may be natural, but only up to a 
tolerable extent. In India you cannot escape drudgery and therefore 
they grudge my respite. Often the memory of my father with an axe 
resting on his left shoulder and a knife tucked in his waist fold 
rushing down from the hill flashes in my mind’s eye and seeing me 
there he would bid me run home, cautioning me, ‘Hey Dinanath! 
Don’t you hear the roar of the tiger up on the hill?’ 


The terrace at Oviga is like a theatre balcony from where one 
watches the great drama of life unfolding here and now and all that 
had happened in the past. Strangely, the various episodes get collaged 
on the vast canvas of time. 


Realising that both of us were engaged in discussing some 
serious topic, Barbara would leave us to ourselves and excuse herself 
and say ‘Good night’. 


The evening would deepen and make us conscious of the 
passage of time. The night lights on the other hill would glow. This 
was the time to spot a deer and we have nothing more to talk about. 
The church bell would strike ten. Eberhard would leave his seat to 
wish me goodnight. ‘Dinanath, sleep well, I have left a hot water 
bottle in your bed’. 


I will volunteer to bring the terrace to order. Who can predict 
that it won’t rain in the night. It is now time for me to enjoy Oviga 


alone, all alone. 
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With no intention of mentioning a cliché, I make a statement 
that Oviga as one experiences it today was not built in a day. Eberhard 
first visited Oviga in 1958 as a school boy. His English teacher 
introduced him to Martinotto, the painting teacher. Martinotto was 
interested to attend C.G. Yung’s famous “Eranos” meetings at 
Ascona near Locarno. Since to stay in the valley was easier and less 
costly, he preferred to stay in Niva, a hamlet on the way to Oviga. 
Subsequently it so happened that he bought Oviga from two sisters 
namely Olympia and Rosetta. But before selling Oviga to Martinotto, 
they cut down all the trees to harvest wood and left the stone houses 
bare. The present kitchen I have described above with all gusto was 
a stable for cows, goats and sheep. The only room worth living in 
was the one above the kitchen now used by Eberhard and Barbara. 
All other rooms between my room and E+B’s room and the side 
room when one enters from the dining terrace were store rooms. 
Martinotto’s atelier was a stable meant for storing dry grass. It had 
no floor either. Eberhard built the workshop where we now work, 
planted the walnut tree under which we take coffee and ice cream 
and erected stone walls near the bath. In the bathing area potatoes 
were grown. 


Martinotto, the painting teacher and Heim Harro, the music 
teacher in a boarding school, used Oviga as a summer residence. 
Heim looked after kitchen garden while Martinotto took care of the 
house. In seventies when Martinotto was unable to come to Oviga 
anymore, Eberhard purchased it. 
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Transformation of Oviga from a goat and sheep stable to a 
dwelling place of an internationally acclaimed scholar is quite 
remarkable, not only in terms of physical changes but in its spirit. 
But the transformation nevertheless retains a primitive vigour, an 
artistic ambience and creative flourishes. I am happy and privileged 
to have been a family guest in this wonderful stone house. I have 
spent a profitable and productive time in Oviga, which has enriched 
my life. 


Once I asked Eberhard if I could stay here all alone for a long 
period, say for a year, Eberhard looked into my eyes with disbelief 
and perhaps wondered how his Brahmin friend can survive here all 
alone when Oviga would lie buried under a blanket of winter snow. 
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The Song 


When Barbara is out 

on the meadow 

with her flute, playing Mozart, 
Neli, the little dog 

sings a song 

with a melancholic tune. 


Neli’s recital 

is neither Hindustani 

nor Carnatic music. 

Once begun it never stops, 
till Barbara 

coaxes her to stop. 


Up on the terrace 
Dinanath waits 
to play a ball game 


more exciting to him than her song. 


Dinanath throws the ball 
with all his might 

deep down into the woods 
like an old Olympian 
inspired by his past. 


It is now Neli’s turn. 
She runs, glides 
rolls, and gets lost 
in the woods 

now green and dark. 


A few anxious moments 
pass. 


From the other end 
the victor emerges, 
bringing the ball and 
sings a song 


The game is simple 
but endless 

like the eternal cycle 
of births and deaths. 


And it will go on 
till Barbara 
conjures Mozart. 
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On the River-front 


Once Eberhard 
took me down. 

to the Oviga hills, 
to the river front 
fringed by boulders. 


We stood there, the two of us 
with our backs to the hill 
looking at the little stream, 
wondering 

how it gushes down 

with all its masti. 


Strange! 

Life could be 

so simple 

and unalloyed, 

like the stream- 

all joyous 

and all past forgotten. 


I broke the silence. 
Eberhard, I said, 

“Do you know 

we have discovered 

that the Buddha’s birth place 
Kapilavastu is really 
Kapilaprasad, 

near Bhimatangi 

where I live?” 


Eberhard remained 
unmoved, unimpressed. 


I wanted to harp on 
the discovery. 
Don’t you notice 
Buddhaness in me? 
I wanted to say, 
specially, 

when I put on 

my fabindia jacket? 


Eberhard is silent. 


Only the river 
smiles a little 
at my folishness. 


As surely 
as the Buddha would have. 
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Oviga’s Atelier 


That weary afternoon 

I came to you, as a guest. 

Birds in the foliage, 

snakes from the crevices of stones 
and insects from the grass and sand 
all raised their heads 

and looked at the stranger. 


It was the festival time, 

the stone walls, floor and ceiling 
were all full of tendeness 
affection and intimacy; 

it was an un-experienced, 
unforgettable moment. 

All I cherished 

waited for me, 

the easel, the canvas, 

and the bunch of paint-brushes, 
tubes of varied colours- 

red, blue, grey, green, 

and shining yellow, 

a rare moment of creative flash 
desolate atelier 

there were colours and beauty, 


and (but) a lingering silence everywhere. 


Self-portrait of Martinotto, the German painter 
was up on the wall 
as the only witness. 


Someone provoked me 

“don’t delay further, 

paint the Oviga of your dreams. 
Oviga, the house of shepherds, 
each piece of stone arranged 
by their own hands, 

this world-nest is intimate 

like the lines of a poem, 

don’t treat it merely as a 

house of stones.” 
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Oviga Wind 


I was sitting alone 

on the upper terrace 
facing the kitchen garden, 
enjoying ripe strawberries 
and red carrants. 


A whip of cold wind 

shot by the forest pines 
Pierced me, and my being, 
and took me over. 


Look! I am a painter 

From a distant land, I pleaded; 
Oviga has invited me 

to soak in the colours of silence, 
and savour the redness 

of strawberries and carrants. 


It is spring, dear wind! 
Forgetting the exuberance 
of the blossoms, 

why are you cold? 

So cruel and cold? 


The wind assailed me in reply 
became cooler and cooler 

and came down on me 

Like a mass of snow. 
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Bill’s Cow: A Fancy Story 


Barbara narrated a funny story. Up! Up! they said 


Anjali who stood by Eberhard held the tail 
nodded her head. Bill lifted the cow’s neck, 
It is true, The tourists pulled 
Lotti exclaimed. its front legs. 
The story began thus: Slowly! Slowly! 

the cow was lifted 
Once Bill’s cow like a huge sculpture 
Strayed into our lifted by a crane. 


stone house; 
the door was open 


Floor planks The rescue team 

were rotten and old. was now sweating, fatigued 
The cow was and exhausted. 

pregnant and heavy. But happy and proud. 

She trod in. All of you 

Her legs pushed wait and rest 

through the planks, “Let me bring 

which gave way. tea for all of you”. 

She was stuck there Barbara shouted. 


like a life-less 
marble sculpture. 


We all screamed 

and shouted 
Eberhard rushed in; 
Bill too came gasping 
Two tourists 

barged into the room. 


l 
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Nainsukh 


While re-reading the history 

of the Pahari Masters, 

I got stuck at the margin notes- 

a question the professor had raised 
I must answer 

before coming to the end. 


How did he know 

the voice endearing and deep 
he had written about 

on the pages you now read? 


History is but a memoir- 


half revealed and the other half missing. 


Forts conquered, men lost 
women consumed in fire 

Who knows what they treasured 
in the depth of their hearts? 


Dates do not fascinate me, 
incredible as they are- 
hidden like diamonds 
deep under the earth. 


His - story is conjecture, 

a point argued, 

invented even, 

But it has to convince. 

Everything has to be taken note of: 


the subtle nuances of art 
fine lines, sublime postures 
anxious looks, 

terrific textures. 

Nothing should be missed. 


We have traversed 

hills and villages 

towns and markets 

unspoilt by curious patrons. 

We have discovered 

the foot-falls of time 

in the ruins of Guler and Jasrota. 
We have seen love in shambles 
needing a human touch. 


Look! 

how the family goddess sits 
on the tip of the 

painter’s brush 

to show him the way. 

The painter should know. 


Men are mere tools 

in the hands of history 

Facts are fiction 

made alive by the narration. 


Come! 

Meet Nainsukh! 

The great painter 

of the small hill state 

who has left a wealth behind 
for us to read the bahi 

on the Haridwar ghats. 


- Poem for B.N. Goswamy 
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Guests at lunch 
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Across the Writing Table 


We were sitting across 

the writing table 

the manual typewriter 
between us. 

At intervals, 

tak tak, khat khat 

like a woodpecker at work 


I was grim, 
confused over a date 


in a Gitagovinda colophon. 


I lifted my head to see 


if someone was coming to me 


Gitagovinda is divine 
miracles do happen. 


‘I am the poet Jayadeva 
In the garb of a 

Swiss gentleman’, 

he announced. 


Don’t push me 

so hard; 

I’m a 12th century man 
who wrote the poem 

long before you were born. 


Eberhard stopped typing 
and rushed to his 
kitchen garden 

to attend to the fence 


Returning 

twenty minutes later 
he enquired 
“Dinanath! 

Where are you? 


“At the same spot 
Where JP and Joanna 
Had left me.” 

That was 

My answer. 
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Ee Winter, oil 1981 
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At the breakfast table 


70 


The Supplication 


Taking the glow from a point 

I drew the circumference; 

borrowing blue from the sky 

I created harmony, 

I asked the woods for the wild rhythm, 


and rains for the wet touch of happiness. 


The setting sun gave me 

the majesty of colours, 

the night, an intimate kiss. 
“Tell me my friend, 

what do you want from me?” 
asked Oviga 

my eyes moistened, 
suppressing my tears 

I stood quiet. 


Quite a few moments passed 
between us 
obstinate tears 


streamed down Oviga’s innocent bosom. 


Oviga! 

you have returned me 
my childhood 

the dust of village lane, 
the play time; 


you too have given me 

the patience to withstand sorrow 
you have taught me 

to walk alone on the rugged road; 
with this much only 

I have lived like a human being, 
in this complex world. 


I seek nothing from you- 
wealth or opulence, 
kinship or relations, 

let the tie of friendship 
remain for ever; 

without friends, 

life is unbearable. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


Dear Eberhard, 


Tomorrow is your 70 birthday. More than half of your life and nearly 
two thirds of mine have been happily spent together. All these years 
you were the most important and dearest person to me and I had 
always felt that I was also the dearest person to you. This is understood 
and I appreciate it very very much. 


Before we were married, I had to undergo a test. You took me to 
Oviga, a very special place in Switzerland. One has to walk for an 
hour to reach there. There is no electricity, no running hot water, no 
telephone and no neighbours. The only facility that is available is a 
stove in which one can cook with firewood. But I liked the place and 
would have stayed there forever. Even today Oviga is a paradise for 
me, because there I have you — Eberhard entirely for myself. 


After our marriage, you took me to India, your second home as you 
explained to me. In course of time India also became my second home. 
We have two daughters of Indian origin and our roots to India are 
very strong. We share all the love, sorrows and joys of our children 
together. I have accepted all your many friends as my friends, too. I 
appreciate the shape things have taken. 


Some years ago Bhutan became your third home and mine too. 


We are so fortunate that tomorrow we will be celebrating your 70 
birthday with some of our Indian and Bhutanese friends. 


I wish all of us could meet many more times, share and enjoy our 
friendship. 


Happy birthday dear Eberhard! 
Barbara Fischer, 14th October 2011. Thimphu 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


15 October morming 

Barbara and Eberhard decorated with Kulu caps, shaw! and the 
Srikapada (auspicious cloth) from the Temple of Jagannatha in 
Puri, Orissa gifted by their friends 


15 October evening 

Eberhard and Barbara posing for a group photo 
Sitting (from left)Dechen, Dhanu, Neeta, 
Eberhard,, Barbara, Asha, Sushil 

Standing (from left) 

Deepak, Namegyel Tshering, Dinanath, Wangdi 


Acknowledgements 


Who can predict? 

Time flies from here 

to nothingness. 

Days bleed into nights 

and nights shed their colour. 


Beyond the Alps 

and the Himalayas 

is my home. 

I have travelled this far 
through the corridors of time. 


I do not believe 

in life after death. 

But I feel 

like closing my eyes 
in an eternal silence - 
with only your picture 
deep inside me 
keeping me alive. 
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Artists never age; 

poets seldom die. 

Men of excellence 
become history 

and live beyond their time. 


Oviga 

is an experience gained 
in the folds of faith: 
convictions 

woven in absences 

in the fabric of time. 


Names, and forms 

are allegories 

of ideas and images. 
Absences are emblazoned 
in creation; 

they do not vanish 

with the passage of time. 


Stones might 
float and fly, 
may create a path for me 


Joining the hills and villages 


from Loco to Calascio 
in the valley of Tessin. 


(see reverse) 
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Oviga, a paradise on the earth 
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